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particular morning, as we returned for lunch, we
found the hotel in a great tumult. Mr. Deane was
in my father's room, where he had summoned the
staff, and was questioning them concerning a five-
pound note which my father had left on his dressing-
table with other articles. When he returned to his
room after breakfast there was no sign of the
five-pound note, though nothing else had gone.
I feel I must explain that, in those days, living in
a small hotel where one was well known by the
manager, was very much like living in one's own
home, and therefore it was considered quite
unnecessary to lock doors or cupboards as is done
in the present day in big hotels.
My father and all the others in his room had
looked in every corner and every crevice ; they were
all very upset. On seeing me enter, my father asked
me whether I had taken any money from his dressing-
table. I answered in the negative, and said that
there was no money there when I had been to his
room. " But did you touch anything, when you ran
in and out of the room, whilst I was down at break-
fast this morning ? " asked my father.
" No, Papa/' I answered, " only a small bit of
dirty tissue paper which I took to the bathroom! "
At once everyone understood what had happened,
and the relief of everybody was great, and broad
grins greeted my reply. Needless to say, the five
pound was never retrieved! But my father, though
he could ill conceal his amusement, gave me a
solemn lecture on the subject of never touching
anything in anybody's room, not even a harmless
bit of paper!
A child of that age rarely saw a five-pound note,